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うに見える。しかし、Selected Poems II 1976-1986（1987）出版後８

















松 田 寿 一
い。実際、1979年 The American Poetry Review誌に掲載されたインタ
ヴューの中で関心を持って読んだ女性詩人として挙げたのはケベック州
の詩人Anne He?bert、英系カナダ現代詩人のP.K.Page、Jay Macpher-




















“Waking at 3 A.M.”をどう読み、そのことがアトウッドの詩とどう関
わるのかを彼女の詩の変化と照らし合わせて考えてみたい。
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Ⅰ アトウッドのエッセイ“Waking at 3 A.M.”
アトウッドが取り上げたスタフォードの詩“Waking at 3 A.M.”（「午
前３時に目が覚めて」）は詩集 Someday,Maybe（1973）に初出、後に











Even in the cave of the night when you
 
wake and are free and lonely,
neglected by others,discarded,loved only
 
by what doesn’t matter― even in that
 
big room no one can see,
you push with your eyes till forever
 
comes in its twisted figure eight
 
and lies down in your head. (Stories 209)
（ふと夜半に目覚めたとき だれからも忘れられ／見捨てられたか







る心の状態が語られる（The poem begins comprehensively enough,
with four lines about the experience of being awake and alone in the
 
middle of the night）」（31）と述べ、次の行中の“that /big room no
 
one can see”という表現から読み込み始める。
The“big room no one can see”is any child’s room at night,but
 
also the same as the“cave of night”;both are darkness,which
 
encloses without offering a limit to the eye. Darkness can be as
 
big as a room or as big as the sky,or as big as the impenetrably
 
dark universe. Although it is big, this darkness is claustro-






していく（you push with your eyes）」。アトウッドは一見奇妙なこの表
現について、“Pushing with the eyes captures exactly the feeling of
 









こでアトウッドは、“But what is this strange ‘twisted figure eight,’





“Twisted”? It does not exist in two planes,but in three;it’s an
 
eight taken by top and bottom half and twisted so that it sepa-
rates at the intersection of the halves and becomes a single line
 
which runs through three dimensions. It is imagined not as a
 
static shape but as a dynamic one― it is “forever”because it
 
runs on (italics Atwood’s)forever,around and around the line of
 













You think water in the river;
you think slower than the tide in
 
the grain of the wood;you become
 
a secret storehouse that saves the country,





The next two images are suggested naturally by this flowing
“forever”:the water flowing in the river and the “tide”in the
 
grain of the wood.(Trees have tides,as their sap travels up in
 
spring and down in fall.) Through contemplating this flowing
 
motion,the meditator becomes a kind of space― not a“cave”or
 









Perhaps the storehouse(which is also the speaker)has the power
 
to save because it is (italics Atwood’s)open;“foolish”(from the
 
worldly point of view) because it has given all away;empty,
because what was once in it has gone for the general welfare.
“Secret,”because its gifts were given in silence,and because they
 








れ（the flow of giving）」の認知へと導いていく。
So the flowing figure eight of“forever”and the flow of river and
 
tree move into a vision of another kind of flow― the flow of
 
giving,which always moves out and away from the giver. The
 
night meditator feels the flow of eternity moving through him,
outward,toward the world. He becomes a vehicle― an empty
 
space, because emptied;and empty also because one must be
 









You look over all that the darkness
 
ripples across. More than has ever
 
been found comforts you. You open your
 
eyes in a vault that unlocks as fast
 
and as far as your thought can run.
A great snug wall goes around everything,
has always been there,will always
 
remain. It is a good world to be
 
lost in. It comforts you. It is
 












spiritual openness. “More than has ever/been found”arrives,
to replace his initial feeling of being lost;the immensity of the
 
universe, its inexhaustibility, its unnameability ― it is just
“more”― become a source of comfort rather than a trigger for
 
Cartesian fears. The closed“cave”and“room”images,having
 
transmuted themselves into the “secret storehouse,”transform
 
again,into ever-expanding “vault that unlocks as fast /and as
 






As soon as this space has opened, it becomes closed again,
although in a very different way. It is now “snug,”and the
 
loneliness and abandonment of the opening lines have been
 
changed to a sense of security and comfort. “It is / a good
 
world to be/lost in,”partly because the speaker is not truly lost
 
but cradled within a“great snug wall,”［...］. The speaker is no
 
longer orphaned, unloved, but parented by the universe［...］.
The last three lines have the simplicity and trust of a child’s
 
bedtime prayer. “It comforts you”and“It is/all right”― the
 
second being what every mother says,more or less,after a child’s
 













レーンソング）に通じるものが聞きとれる（What I hear behind this
 
poem is Protestant,even Puritan,in tonality;a plainsong）」（30）と
述べている。もっともそれは、「より悲しみの多い、不確かな世紀である





The speaker’s notes to himself about how one remains alive;
about the small affirmations that can be wrung from the too-
large, too-cold, too-remote universe that surrounds us and in
 
which we feel ourselves cut adrift,“free and lonely”:a pairing
 
familiar to us. Such small comforts will have to do, because
 
they are the best thing available under the circumstances;and
 
they may add up to a good deal, after all. Not salvation,

















But to say that a thing has a plainness and simplicity of line is
 
not to say it lacks complexity or mystery. Often the simplest
 







Incidentally, there are only two lines that don’t rhyme (or off-




“head”and“sleep”,and of these,“head”is concealed off rhyme
 
with “tide in.” So the last line of the poem does not connect
 
back to any of the previous lines,and does not complete a sound
 
pattern. Instead it seems to point to something unfinished,




me,every poem has a texture of sound which is at least as important
 















1965-1975（1975）には、カナダ総督賞を受賞した The Circle Game
（1966）、The Animal in That Country（1968）、すぐれた日本語訳のあ
る『スザナ・ムーディーの日記』（The Journals of Susanna Moodie,
92
 1970）、Procedures for Underground（1970）、Power Politics（1971）、
You Are Happy（1974）からの主要な詩が概ね収められている。これら
の詩集には北の辺境としてのカナダの苛酷な自然や風景がさまざまな形




a house or even a tent
 
it is before that,and colder:










the edge of the receding glacier
 
where painfully and with wonder
 































I dream of departures,meetings,
repeated weddings with a stranger,wounded
 




All night my gentle husband
 
sits alone in the corner
 
of a grey arena,guarding
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turnips and apples and my
 


























The landscape,dense with snow& desperate with accompanying
 
dead,is familiar Atwood country,gothic& ambiguous,but the
 
tone here,& in many other poems in Two-Headed Poems,betrays
 






makes Two-Headed Poems so successful a collection for me are the
 













All bread is made of wood,
cow dung,packed brown moss,
the bodies of dead animals,the teeth
 
and backbones,what is left
 
96
 after the ravens. This dirt
 
flows through the stems into the grain,
into the arm,nine strokes
 
of the axe,skin from a tree,

















Live burial under a moist cloth,
a silver dish,the row
 
of white famine bellies
 
swollen and taut in the oven,
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lungfuls of warm breath stopped
 







Good bread has the salt taste
 
of your hands after nine
 
strokes of the axe,the salt
 
taste of your mouth,it smells
 





into your mouth,your blood;
to know what you devour
 
is to consecrate it,
almost. All bread must be broken
 
so it can be shared. Together
 



































At the moment,and in my most recent poems,I seem to be less
 
concerned about the relationships between men and women than
 
I am about those among women (grandmother-mother-daughter,








My sister and I are sewing
 
a red shirt for my daughter.
She pins,I hem,we pass the scissors
 
back & forth across the table.
Children should not wear red,
a man once told me.
100
 Young girls should not wear red,
In some countries it is the colour
 
of death;in others passion,
in others war,in others anger,
in others the sacrifice
 
of shed blood. A girl should be
 
a veil,a white shadow,bloodless
 




keep silent and avoid
 
red shoes,red stockings,dancing.
















張りつめた喜びと／こぼれ落ちた痛みの／／色だ。（But red is our col-
our by birth-//right, the colour of tense joy/& spilled pain that
 
joins us//to each other.）」（103）と記し、さらにそれは老いた母たち
が連綿とつなぐ女たちの色だと綴る。
This is the procession
 
of old leathery mothers,
the moon’s last quarter
 
before the blank night,
mothers like worn gloves
 
wrinkled to the shapes of their lives,
passing the work from hand to hand,
mother to daughter,









もながらの／どんよりとした日（It is January,it’s raining,this grey/
ordinary day）」（105）にそのような神話や寓話から解き放たれた「まっ






（It may be not true/that one myth cancels another./Nevertheless,
in a corner/of the hem,where it will not be seen,/where you will
 
inherit /it,I make this tiny/stitch,my private magic.）」（105）と書
き込んでいく。愛と希望の秘かなメタファーとしての縫い目を入れて、
セクションｖはアトウッドの心境の変化をありありと映し出す。
This shirt is finished:red
 
with purple flowers and pearl
 
buttons. My daughter puts it on,
hugging the colour
 
which means nothing to her
 
except that it is warm
 
and bright. In her bare
 
feet she runs across the floor,
escaping from us,her new game,
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waving her red arms
 
in delight,and the air
 






















なしの袋同然に／遺棄された女性にとって（Children do not always
 
mean /hope. To some they mean despair. /This woman［...］/
［...］,thirty/times raped& pregnant by the enemy/who did this to
 
104
 her. This one had her pelvis /broken by hammers so the child /











The world still menaces:sometimes as it approaches her daugh-
ter,slyly,like a wolf in the tale,it terrifies her even more than
 
before, because she has more to lose. Yet the fact of her
 












































うな試みへの関心を問われ、“There’s more than one way of exploring
 
language. Why do something that other people have already been
 











Poems for Grandmother”を引用して、“［S］he (＝Atwood)obviously
 
changed her mind.［...］She writes a human poem. It is a woman’s
 
poem. It is deeply moving.”（Mandel 64）と語った。５つのセクショ
ンで構成されたその連詩には次のような一節がある。
How little I know
 
about you finally:
The time you stood
 
in the nineteenth century
 
on Yonge Street,a thousand
 
miles from home,with a brown purse
 













1)Carolyn Forche?に対してアトウッドは“Here is a poetry of courage
 
and passion,which manages to be tender and achingly sensual and
 




About El Salvador”と題する詩を書いたLevertovも Forche?に対して
“Here is a poet who’s doing what I want to do,what I want to see all
 
of us poets doing in this time［...］:she is creating poems in which
 







とを可能させるもの（what allows Stafford to survive）」について述べ
108







I don’t think of poetry as a “rational”activity but as an aural
 
one. My poems usually begin words or phrases which appeal
 
more because of their sound than their meaning,and the move-
ment and phrasing of a poem are very important to me. But like
 
many modern poets I tend to conceal rhymes by placing them in
 
the middle of lines, and to avoid immediate alliteration and
 
assonance in favor of echoes placed later in the poems. For me,
every poem has a texture of sound which is at least as important
 
to me as the“argument.” (Conversations 69)
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